THE   GREEN   EDGE   OF   ASIA

hills. They were important to me; they held hidden
in their folds those temples, monasteries, and caves
whose flowery names seem scarcely real and whose
serene seclusion I was so eager to experience. I could
not pierce the haze, I could not test their secrets; I
could only say over again to myself that I, R. Pyke,
of London* /would now walk to the Monastery of
Secluded Light, in China, that I would walk to the
Monastery of the Bamboo Grove and climb the
North High Peak; that nothing prevented me from
wandering, now in the real present, through Dragon
Well Valley, to the Cave of Morning Mist and
Sunset Glow, or from passing, if I preferred, by
Wang's Villa to the Monastery of Pure Compassion,
on to the Tiger Run Monastery and the Thunder
Peak Pagoda. Before I entered each and in still soli-
tude strained, like a blind man lost, to steal from them
something of their secret essence, I let my sight rest
idly on the whole range of hills.

Faint reports echoed up in pops and bangs from the
edge of the town behind the hill I stood on and broke
my train of thought. Down in the plain, past the new
"Metroland" house standing in its own walled en-
closure, I could see tiny figures crowding in procession
along a sandy road. They stopped; and more reports
bubbled up through the air, scarce loud enough,
when they had done the distance, to tap the ear.
- Green and white and magenta and yellow dresses